EVERYBODY'S SHOUTING ABOUT 




FEATURINQ THE SENSATIONAL 
yiyVP H/5 DARING PAL 

PLUS MANY' OTHER STARTLING ATTRACTIONS 



^3X7^ the ^^e&i&*Z^Z 



5ULLETMAN ANDI5ULLETGIRL, 
"~ DARIWG DETECTIVE5 WITH 
THE GRAVITY HELMETS , 
ZOOM TO MORE BREATH - 
TAKING ADVENTURES 
IN 





DONT FAIL TO BUY BULLETfMN 
AT YOUR NEWSbTAND 
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MINUTE MAW 
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DOH'T LOOK AT ME. 
■M NOT THE SLACK 
POET .' I'm one 

OF Hlf VICTIMS.' 



UONEST- I'M uor^ 
THE VILLAIN/ YOU'VE A 
COT TO BELIE VEME 
•YOU'VE OOf TO.' I'M 
ONLY MA. fAORGEHTAl/S < 
BUTLER... OR. I WAS 
BEFORE HE WAS 
KILLED.' 




MINUTE MAN 



wi57en pear, renders 
and 7*ke my advice 

you caw guess once 
or too can guess wlce, 

TOO WONT F/ND ME Our 
AND I WONT T&L TOO WHY 

but turn the ba&e quioay 

AND WATCH THE POOLS MB! 




TO NOW ITS MY TURN, EM? 
HELL. YOLI CAN FORGET ABOUT 
I ME. I'M ADMIRAL HARRY H THIERSON \ 
-AHO SURELY I'M MOT THE POET. AFTER 1 
ALL- WHEN YOU TURN THIS PAGE- , 
YOU'LL (EE THAT I'M THE FIRST 

ONE TO em.' 
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TN£Y GOT MS NOW 
BUT NOT FOR LONG! 1 

, sonutoay rut black I 
oiDhiT) pomt wv/u kvmrre f 

ASSY WAY 1 KUNUTf AfAW-OVtY 

-Hit TIMS - 
WILL BE 



it 



MINUTE MAN 



ILLARl 

The Voodoo Priest east 
a spetl of death — but a 
fighting American had 
stronger magic up his 
sleeve . . . 



The darfaiei of weird Haiii'i 
bjackeit night quivered to the 
terrible thunder of lb* Death 
Drams, bating out the Jilt fleet- 
ing n^inwr, of Jim TucWl lift. 
Radd Drumt, beating doom at 
ihf - r ,:, : altar of Ojeiiit iUa^j- 
gnt. meat terrible Lai or tpirit 
in all the bloody «oodoo rirrv 
Two hundred iwrating, icream- 
ing, » waving bladu, chanting in 
a Wood fremy around the altar, 
thinting for Jim Tucker 1 ! life 
Wood. The Papjtoi, ot high 
priest ot Voodoo magic, iwing- 
ing the Death Oman[ J. urging 
them on to murder . . . 

It w»» lite a horrible night' 
mare but to Jim Tucker, lying 
:Ioiely guarded native hut 



ard. frc 



, the altar thi. 



wa» one dream from which he 
w-ould no er awaken! Tho»e 
giant blacks nete blood-mad. 
craicd by the vicious niiul of 
Voodoo and the crafty urging! 
of their Priest. Nothing but to 
tear out Jim Tucktr'i beating 
heart and drink of hii blood 
would saasfv them not.. 

It had all Aaned when Jim 
Tucker, a >-oung American nat- 
uralist, had wandered dcepiutc 



the black jungles ofdark Haiti 
in search of inietM- He had been 
tent to Haiti bj' a big univeniry 
to form a collection of iniect life. 
Armed only with hit insect net, 
carrying basket and a thick - 
bUded chopping knife, he had 
ilartrd out. 

"Without realiring it, hit chase 
carried him deeper and deeper 
into the forbidden jungles until, 
without warning, he had bum 
out into a clearing and rralued 
that he M in a rfrmni/orr. a 
*ecTtt temple of Voodoo sorcery. 

The authorities of Haiti had 
been trying to itamp out bloody* -, 
Voodoo worship. So the black, 
had instantly seized Jim. think- 
ing he wai a any sent (o betray 
their tecret temple. He had 
triad to talk his * ay out of dan. 
gee but the crafty old Voodoo 
prieM needed a human sacrifice 
to appcaie the blood -lint of his 
follower*. He had ordered Jim 
Tucker thrown into a strong hut, 
under heavy guard, until a sac- 
rificial ceremony coutd be 
itaned. 

They had teiied Jim'v net 
and basket but they miued the 
knife became he had quietly slid 
it up the sleeve of hu jacket, 
cut of light. He had it now. but 
it »eemed absolutely uselcu. 

The hut in which he lav wa. 
of log., too itrong to be torn 
down. To nuke it worse, lite 
whole front of the shack wa> 
rspen, lacing the altar and the 
two hundred chaining black v. A 
doien armed guards paced 
around it to ensure lui capliiity 



self kept 
hii victim under constant watch. 
Thus, while Jim Tucker was un- 
bound and armed with a knifr. 
hii chance of escape tras hope- 
less. At hii t: r ■! tOOVC, the two 

hundred half-crurd blacki 
would leap up and tear him ro 
piece*. He could not begin to 
defend himself against two hun. 
dred blood-mad savagei with 
only a knife as hii weapon- 

¥f E KNEW that hi. time wa 
*■ drawing thorier. Th< 
Onrfng j bag*, with their hideou 
death-spells, by on the altar 
The black goat had been inn 
need and his blood ipeinkled 
over the howling throng. Now 
the A' j J j drums, were thudding 
and the Acq* rattle* clatter 
in a riung tempo that would 
crash to in dimaa when Jim 
Tucker, hetplcii young Ameri- 
can, wa* ted out to hi> death. 

Sweat came onto Jim's fore- 
head and an icy coldnesti plated 
along hii spine. He wal not 
afraid of death, bm thr hrlp- 
of hU predicament and 
the method of death he fated 
would make the Wrongest isfun 
tremble. He had to escape, 
somehow. But how? 

Magic! The print was a 
AWor, a sorceroe and magician. 
Tltat was how he held the *im 
pte blacks, by the (rar or hrt 
niagic. If only Jim Tucker could 
■umnson up mm magic powi 
lui enough to defeat thr wily 
pnevt. Force would do him 
good, but trickery might. 
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Out of (Habere, a wild idea 
Sashed htto bis mind. Il naj 
such a slender hop*, but die only 
one He »uld Kit upon. For the 
moment, ihc blacks were loo in. 
tent on the crrrmony to watch 
liim loo do**iy. Where lie lay 
on the floor of the hut, there 
v err shadows deep enough lo 
hide small srsovrmenis. But he 
hid to fork fast . . . 

With it rm Ming Sngeni he 
drew oul the precious knife. 
From the sand nwr of the hut, 
he dug two ptecrt of rotting 
wood. Fihiv around bis waiit. In 
drew hii leather belt. With these 
pitiful objects he meant to mate 
hi* wiitj try for freedom. Hold' 
ing hii breath, he pressed the 
blade of hii knife across one 
knee and mapped it itt two. 
Then he went 10 work. 

Outside, the drum.! thundered 
to a cradling climax. Blood)' 
sacrificial knives were hurled 
upon the altar. 

Then, in the sudden vile net 
that followed the outburst, thr 
Priest whirled and pointed a 
bony linger toward the hut. In- 
stantly the guards t prang in, 
criming out at once with ihr limp 
figure of Jim Tucker between 
them. 

VI E SEEMED half dead with 
fright #1 they dragged hint 
lo the altar. He mi dumped 
over so that hii thin shirt bulged 
at his chest and back, nuking 
him look deformed. With ho»l. 
of triumphant frcniy.lhc guards 
hurled him back against the al- 
Ur. The priest crept forward, 
lifting Ids deadly blade for the 
thrust that would carve out th* 
American'* living heart. 

Suddenly the limp figure 
jerked erect. Jim Tucker, hu> 
eyes blaring, faced thr hot- ling 
tbrong. One hand lilted and the 
throng fell «" 



kill 



Jin 



shouted in a voice like echoing 
thunder, "My magic is stronger 
than death. Stronger, evrn. than 
the trickery of ibi> fal.se priest." 

-Li«r the old P*f>*lei 
screamed. "Don't IKlen to him. 
It's a trick to im him from the 
sacrifice. Ill kill him now." 

fit lifted the deadly Uadr, 



. muscles tuning for the thrust. 
The guards crowded closer lo 
Jim Tucker, scowling. 
"Wait!" 

Again Jim's lifted hand halted 
the ceremony. Then he began to 
writhe a.nd twist like a man in 
agony. The blacks watched, 
startled- Suddenly Jim bent 
backward, a> though being held 
by itmdble' hatndi. One band 
clamd at his own breast ... 

And suddenly, out of no- 
there, the blade of a knife ap- 
peared, raiting through his shirt, 
protruding from the very center 
of has chest. He whirled, then, 
and the gaping blasts saw the 
hilt of the knife sticking out of 
his tsack a* though some invis- 
ible hand had driven the blade 
ciHnplttfly through hit body. 
But there bad been no one in 

AS JIM suddenly dumped to 
the ground ai though dead, 

howl) of terror burn from black 
throats. Even the crafty Priest 
drew back, half-frarfus, unable 
lo figure where the knife came 
from. No one but him " 
his guards had been I 



while 



i,yrt 



ribJe 



had 

driven a knife completely 
through his heart . , . 

But there war tso Wood. The 
point of the knife was bright 
and clean, the front of Jim 
Tucker's shirt unstained. But the 
old Priest was too clever to lose 
his Isold on the cro*.d. 

"See," be shrieked, brandish- 
ing his en knife. "The Bloody 
One had accepted our sacrifice. 
Ofotm BaJarrit himself hat 
slain thr intruder. No* I will cut 
out bis heart and we shall drink 
his blood." 

His voter was drowned in 
scrrami of terror that to- from 
black throats. 

The American was rising lo 
his fret, returning from the 
dead- Smiling. Jim Tockrr stood 
up straight and tall, disregard- 
ing the knife protruding from 
hii heart- Again his upraised 
hands stilled the tumult. 

rie." he shouted. 



than the magic of your priest. 
1 am more favored by thr spirits 

than lie is.. I uy to you that his 
words are evil and his preaching 
a mockery. Cast him out and f« 
me put, unharmed, or I shall 
bring down the thunderbolt* to 

itr ike you dead." 

Unseen in the shadow of the 
altar, Jim** foot moved out and 
tapped the biggest Roda drum. 
Instantly a muttering rumble 
came from the drum. The fright- 
ened blacks thought it was the 
voice of thrir god who speaks 
in thunder. 

Willi one accord, they rose 
up ul a roaring, raging body and 
leaped upon thrir shrieking Pap* 
(dot. The priest slashed out with 
the sacrificial knife, turned and 
(led, shrieking, into th* black 
jungle. The entire ts,o hundred 
blacks pounded after him, 
shouting, anxious to obry the 
dictates of the sdiite man's 
stronger magic. 

"I hope they catch him," Jim 
grinned, tela ring. "With that 
old rascal out of the way, the 
blades will stop practising Voo- 
doo rites and settle down to 
work «j>ain. But I'd better dear 
.out before the)- come back and 
want me to hang around and 
ride them." 

Wrth a quick movemrnt, he 
ripped open hit shirt. There, 
around his chest, wai his belt, 
holding thr ts>o sticks he bad 
found in the dirt— one stick 
against his chest, one against his 
back. Sticking out of the stick 
in front »n file broken point of 
his knife. Sucking from the one 
in his back was thr other half, 
thr hilt. With Made and hah 
sticking through his shirt, it 
looked as though the knife w ere 
whole and had brrn driven com- 
pletely through his body. 

It was an old trick 'jim had 

timis. But this was probably the 



[ had . 



ivrd s 



"You pest now that 
killed. My magic 



trongr. 



man's life 

Out in the jungle, he heard 
the yells deepen, then a single 
despairing scream. Jim Tucker 
shook his head and then 
plunged into thr darkness, head- 
ing back toward risitiiaiion. 
.The End 



